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FORE 


This Antholozy, was inspired, fromling entirely, 


WORD 


uncom mercialized. 


the nomination, of Gertrude Perry; The poems published in the Folio, as 


West, Poet-Laureate of North Carolina, 
Founder of Tha Bookmakers’ Interna- 
tional League of Writers, of which 
League, she is the National Presi ‘ent, 
ani Editor-in-Chief of their Medium 
of Expression, The Bookmakers’ Folio, 
to the Hall of Fame for Originals, the 
National (Statuary) Hall of Fame; she, 
being the only American poet, so honor- 
el and tor which fact, and because, of 
hes varied versatilities, and for othe. 
reasons just as commendable, she has 
been iee2laimed: *‘Po2t-Laireate of Dix<- 
ieland and America.’’ She has institut- 
ela Hall of Fame Square, to bea 
Feature of The Bookmakers’ Folio, in 
unselfish appreciation of her superlative 
achievements and distinctions. 

of members of the Bs0'imakers’ 


Poems 


whic! |Publishers, and is financed by the Na- 
find their way into being published in 


the numbers appear, are voted on by 
the general membership, the high- 
est number, in their order, winning. 

it is pablished as often as sufficient 
poems are collected for twenty four 
pages, and all contu¢tutcrs will ke giv- 
enone free copy. To others, $3.00a 
copy. De lux editions. 

All the poems appeering, not cited 
for honors, have won merit. by having 
been published az Feature pcems in the 
Folio when judces selected the Honor 
Poems. 

The poets appearing in this antholo- 
gy then, appears sclely en their merit 
and not their purse, asis the case with 
most, if not all, anthologies. 

It is published by the Bookmekers’ 


tional President of the Bookmakers. 


the Square, witha First, Secomd and; Therefore, under the fore goirg con- 
Third Honor, and one, or more, Honor-ditions, it is the greatest honor to lave 
able Mentions, are the poems that drciens or more poems included therein. 
published in this, anthology; the most, All hail, to Gertrude Perry West, the 
exclusive one ever published, and carry-|first Poet-Laureate ef Dixieland and 
ing the greatest distinctive honor, be- America! 


Malcolm Campbell, Editor, 
The Bcokmakers’ Iia!! of Fame 4n- 
tho'og y. 
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FIRST HONOR 
Subject 


INDEPENDENCE DAY 
GRANT ME A WORTHY SONG 


If there remains one noble phrase tnwiitten, 

If there is yet one worthy song ic sing; 

One vnsikd word of honor, or of glory; 

That, to their wealth of homage, more mzey 
bring; 

If such there be, O, Voice of Iuspiration! 

Give me, the golden words that I may pz: y 

A fitting tribute to those gallant heroes... . 

Who gave to ue, our Independence Day. 


Give me the word, the song, the ringing 
phrases, 

To speak the reverence glowing in my soul; 

Give me the voice befitting that Te Deum 

My grateful heart would sing from pole to 
pole; 

Give me, the strength; the valor, and the 
vision; 

Which made, their righteous cause, a thing, 
divine; 

Give me, a spark, of that high-flaming 
courage, 

That I, may merit, what they, have made, 
mine. 


Rene Albourne De Pender. 


Pe lie liga Se se i: St a : 
a] 


- inals” . ... “Nation= 


(Note—Publishe} 
legion. The picturey 


ington, N- Gaseame t 
Cumberland Even- 
ing Times,’ Cum- 
berland, Md., and 
other newspapers 
featuring the Pres- 
ident’s nomination 
from her native | 
state, North Caro- | 
lina, to the “Hall | 
of Fame for Orig- 


al Hall of Fame,” 
or “Statuary Hall,” 
Washington, D. C., 
as ‘“‘the most ver- 
satile North Caro- 
linian,’’ who was 

also given the | 
title of ‘‘Poet-Lau- 
reate of North | 
Carolina;’’ the first | 
named honor being | 
the ‘“‘greatest honor 
that can be con- 
ferred upon an 
American Citizen,”’ 
and ‘‘the only | 
American poet ever 
given the honor,’’ 
quoting from the 


eee 


Flarnder’s Studio, 
Waycross, Ga. 


“Here are seen | 
and her three child 
West left yesterda 


National President 


Membership Fee $1 


THE BOOKMAKER’S FOLIO, Page 62 
, 1926—Christmas- New Year Extra Number—1927 
ALFTONE OF NATIONAL PRESIDENT AND HER CHILDREN 
NAL OFFICERS WITH EXCEPTION OF HONORARY PRESIDENTS 


“NOMINATED TO THE HALL OF FAME” (Star) 
“N. C. POET-LAUREATE ANDHER CHILDREN” (Dispatch) 


rom many requests of admirers, friends and relatives of the distinguished President, who are 
as the one appearing in the “Morning Star,’’ Wilmington, N. C., ‘“‘The News Dispatch, ” Wil- 


Press ... “the only 
North Carolinian,’’ 
the recipient of the 
great crowns of 
laurel and oak- 
leaves, having de- 
veloped approx- 
imately fifteen oth- 
er versatilities and 
talents against 
mountains of ob- 
stacles to a less, or 
weaker personality. 
Her poems range 
in length from 2,- 
800 verse, to coup- 

. lets. She founded 
“The Bookmakers’ 
invwune, 1926) sand 
the rapid develop- 
ment has been 
phenomenal. This is 
her first greeting 
au hie “Sacred 
Season”’ to her fol- 
KORRES, eb sai Cl ae 
cludes the _ entire 
staff, with the soul 
of the organization 
as the  banner- 
Learer. ) 


Bierman 
Engraving Co., 
Charlotte, N. C. 


cs. Gertrude Perry West, poet-laureate of North Carolina and former Wilmingtonian, 
1, Genevieve Meares Perry, Harold Dean Perry, and Jarrold Roderick Perry. Mrs. 
or some of the upper counties of the state where she will do additional research work.” 


id Founder of the Bookmaker’s and Mouthpiece, the Bookmaker’s Folio. 
New Address, Callahan, Fla. 
a Year. Mouthpiece Free to Members 
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man be swift Wh 
to hear, slow to 
speak, slow 


to wrath. 


JAMES1: 19 


MY PAEAN 
(THe voice of Psyche, accompanied by £rion’s, 
music as sung to those envious who 
souzit their annihilation.) 
Part I 
INDIFFERENCE 
I would not have you think of me, 
As one, with abated pen, aflame, 
To write on Page of Prosody, 
A hungry name for husks of Fame; 
Nor, would I have you walk the wealds 
Along the gem-strewn path of pearls 
Of poet-gathered nonsense spiels 
Far empty praises of the worlds 
The gods have loaned to human _ hopes, 
To kneel, in fear; and then, to pray; 
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No, no; for up Olympus slopes, 
Hesperus rises, day by day; 
And fountains, downward, bubling gems, 
Which Nature gathers on the icaves 
A-purling on the browning stems - - 
A Hydra slain by Hercules; 
Nor, would I hie, to walk among, 
Himerus paths in Hyem’s snows, 
To measure Hesperian song, 
For all the gold where Helice glows; 
Nor god, Musagete’s, lyre crave; 
Nor cup, of nectar, Hebe’d bring 
From Heliconian nymph’s lave 
To bid me envy those who sing; 
But rather, bring me some ichor, 
With drops from Hipprocrene’s wound, 
Pegasus struck - - a metaphor - - 
For those who like the song profound; 
Or from Beotia’s fountain greet, 
To stoop to level of a clown; 
A two-faced Janus of deceit, 
Arrayed in pure Minerva’s sown; 
Nor need I, moly, to partake, 
To keep the wizzard sorcery 
From pouring potion ta awake, 
In me, as you, like swinery; 
But rather, I would walk among 
Rhapsodious emerald hills, 
And hear the bumble crickets song 
Where Palestra’s gods have cut drills 
Thru rocks, like ribbons flowing bright, 
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From Jason's 20310 lalled foot, 
Aas courtesies in his heart fight 
To win, and take the hag and put 
Her, with strong arms, across the stream 
Where raging torrents swept along 
Like a scared adder with a gleam 
Of green malice, where robin’s scrg 
No more’s heard, when Boreas blows; 
With Jason, hunt the Golden Fleece, 
To cover themes from biting snows, 
And sing a_ song -- ‘Resplendent 
Peace’”’ - - 
Like fell, from lute, of Israfel; 
Aad bow your heads, in humble shame 
in honor of the magic spell, 
And pray, to play, an hcrest game; 
Bow, to the stern mountains, which 
cleave, 
The purpling sunset contoured sky; 
And hope, to see, the Muse, fast weave 
A more enchanting lullaby; 
There’s hope, still left, in Pandoe’s box; 
And weaids, of pink and asphodel; 
Or the red roses and painted pblox 
With dancing daiszes in the dell. 


Part I 
INTERROGATION 


Why bind Ixion to the wheel, 
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While Ireme’s sad sisters passes; 
Enraptured, listen to his squeal, 

While making of yourselves asses? 
What has he, done, that you, should 

smile 

And glory in Tartarus, bound, 
Where flows Pons asinorum’s guile 

And bark at him, as cur or hound? 
Is not in Hera’s Halls, yet room, 

For those. who sing, and crave a name, 
And smell the daffodéls in bloom, 

Upon Won Merit’s Hall of Fame? 


Part lll 


WHAT PRICE FAME 

Yes, yes, on saffron sun-lit clouds 
Is glory written for the bards; 

Then, why not cease to bite the proud 
Hand, Folk; and honest, shuffle cards? 
When wapiti falls to the ground 

From hunter’s shot that wakes the air; 
Be toen, besides, by bite of hound, 

Im race, unequal and unfair; 

And should I count, no more, than flies; 

If I be a fool, god or sage: 

For Apples of Hesperides, 

I would not give my heritage... 
It is better beyond to look 

At sordid clouts and clowns, and fare 
Out in the wild, tangled, jungle nook, 
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A jabbering native ape, where 
Pacrots chants to the wild peacock 
With his tail of Argus’ sharp eyes; 
Than throw at others Envy’s rock, 
While slain Ibycus in death, lies; 
It is better to live out where 
The sun will warm the fertile ground, 
A stumbling poet who can share 
_ Wath Palestra, the things, profound; 
Than, be a triiling, jingling bird... 
A-mocking ...animitator.. 
And “‘ta tum, ta tum,’’ till the curd 
From the Milky Way on jinglor 
Falls and spoils, their jinglor’s bonnet 
Awry upon a nut-stored skull... 
With the jinglor’s ta tums on it, 
A-flapping like a storm-swept gull... 
Thru life, I’d te a vagabond... 
Some place between the seribler’s drawl, 
Instead of jingling ‘‘tamberond’’ 
Who dwells within a palace wall; 
I’d rather have my feet outside, 
Than stinking in a worn out shoe; 
1’d rather limp and crawl, besice, 
Than ta tum my whole life on thru. . 
Sometime, someplace, between ex- 
tremés, 
My diadems have now grown brown 
Out where the sun on oak leaves 
sheens, 
Altho Magara, would drag down... 
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Medusa like, would turn to stomes; 
Althe, already, written in Halls 
Of Fame, are my memory’s tomes, 
I having answered, the Muse’s crits. 
Why stab the back that holus to you, 
The cup of kindress of the goc? 
Why Dejanira’s alter sue, 
To Heliconian sister prod? 
Am J a Lamia of your hate - - 
Generated professional ire- - 
Is why you rave? A‘‘ ta tum” prate, 
At me, your shiny Dragon’s fire? 
“The glory of Infinity!’’ 
The neptuned waters cry aloe" 
Falerian wine poured on me, 
By those whose thots of me, are proua; 
Then why, should you, Poor Craven 
Clout; 
Who has within you, not a ray 
Of sunshine in your soul, or cut... 
From Bridge of Asses, at me, bray? 
It’s you, who eares for marble halls; 
The dew, upon the grass, is mine; 
The star-gemed sky’s my palace walls, 
Where goid love-vine around them 
twine; 
The fountains, flora and fruited-trees; 
The fox-fire flaring on the grass, 
In Nature’s woods a-gleam with leas 
Jewel-strung where the brooklets pass 
And fairy lakes lie still and glad, 


rn i i a 
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While Pan plays lays on minstrel’s lute, 
That does not reach some jealous cad 
Because of his own owl-like hoot.,. 
Here, in the woous, are love and hope, 
Wisich keep alive, poetic flame, 
In lily lair of antelope; 
Here, is no hoot but owl’s to shame; 
Amd those upon the verdant mere, 
Upon the grass of Venus, lie; 
Aad from the clover, cast no jeer; 
I sing, for tham, a lullaby ,.. 
In hopes, the antelopes, to tame; 
And focl or sage, it’s such, that | 
Have written on the Scroll of Fame, 
Part IV 


THEOREM 
I can but hope, the day, soon hies, 
When the bards may sing, all sublime; 
None envy others, or despise, 
But sing, with joy, till end of time; 
No envy dripping from the fangs 
When they are growing gray and old; 
But they may hear the faintest clangs 
Of pan-pipes fall upon the wold; 
Amd heed the plea of Nature's god, 
When principle they sell for gold; 
And thus, disgrace their native sod; 
In vast Melian honeyed hills, 
Melissa’s bees, will ever hum, 
With music of poetic thrills, 
While you bug-jinglors, still... ta tum! 
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Where Maia holda the fragrant plains, 
Pegasus will still romp and race, 

While the souls of Fame’s elect names, 
Will return to review the place 

Where Pope stole Homer’s I/iad 
And Odessy ... well, impromptu; 

And Melpomene must feel sad; 
For dear old Pope, they steal from you! 


Part V 


SWAN SONG 


There is a happy hunting ground 
For those who, yet, must be cet free 
To choose the music from the store 
Of polytheistic nature’s lea; 
Where Indians sang chants before 
Pope beat iambic tambourine 
From Homer's songs sung down in Troy. 
Who, told Homer, ta beata léne 
To measured feet? Accent employ? 
How did Negroes long forgotten, 
Sing in measured lyrics, strange 
As Saren’s voices in a dozen, 
Sang out om the Libyan grange? 
The soul of the true poet born 
Beat in their poetry divine 
From heroie to the love- lorn, 
In the heart thatis superfine; 
Yet, after all, I would not crave 
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To have those friends to shed « tear; 
To come with tools to now, engrave 
Upon my cold, still silent bier... 
To tell the world that I had won, 
inspite, of knayes and common herd, 
Who in my path, the thorns had 
strown 
But coald nor stop the call I beard 
From Mt. Parnassus where are shewa 
The sprites of those whose names 
Are written in the memoir tome 
Of Wiysian Fields, where their maner, 
Thruout eternity, will roam; 
So do not stop, with kindly aim, 
To hang upon my bier a wreathe... 
Tho it might be a greater fame; 
For then, the clever on the heath, 
Will have no smell, when in the room 
The kindly Rhea, prepares, for me; 
A place to rest within the tomb, 
While 1, shall live, eternally ... 
i, shall need no wreathe of flowers... 
Bat, siste viator!* go eheathe 
Your sword and when clouds lowers, 
Bring me, no heather from tke heath, 
But brotherhood, with all mankind 
And in the present, live to claim, 
The vital portion of the mind 
That leads to evelasting fame 
That lives far, far, beyond the tomb. 


Gertrude Perry West. 
* Halt, Traveller! 
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DEDICATED 
TO 


MARY EDNA GRENNY 
(Mrs, M. Edna Zeiss, ‘Roy’s Mother.’’) 
1874—-1929 


: For a faithful and leyal Bookmaker while living : 
anda living poet, tho deceased. | 
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FIRST HONOR 
A WISH 

Woull that the first found love, might be 
the last; 

Or, that the last. in turn, might be the 
first; 

So, when the tantalizing die is cast 

in one long passion, we might find im- 
merst. 

The best that love may give, and not, the 
worst. 


Bait that crue! fire that flashes up,a 
wiila, 

To scorch our lives; then, flickers down 
again, 

Half restlessly, to wait a passing smile; 

Strong gods may well endure its curse, 
I ken; 

But, not so, with the feeble hearts of 
men! 


Lauise Burton Laidlaw. 
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INDEPENDENCE DAY 


It’s in the month of hot July... 
The day, is number four... 

We celebrate the dees of men 
Done in the days of yore. 


Declaring their independence; 
Proclaiming themselves, free; 

The United States, they founded... 
The Land of Liberty. 


We bow before the stars and bars 
They left, to wave, always... 
To be our guide, that Justice, reign... 
Old Ghory, which, we praise. 


Michael J. Monahan. 


Subject: Armistice Day 
WAR 
Greedy 
Commereialism’s 
Tomahawk, which he holds 


Over the heads, of the mothers, 
Of men. 


Malcolm Campbell. 
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SUBJECT 
INDEPENDENCE DAY | 


THREE QUATRAINS 
I 
HISTORY 


Hate and Lust in conflict, 
Rising from the ancient past; 
Kindling a fire called loyalty... 

But history to the last. 
II 
PEACE 
The blugle sleeps in silence; 
The sword gangrene with rust; 
A pause from line of duty, 
And soldiers turned to dust. 
III 
ENVOY 
Flowers from scars are apt to spring; 

Friend and Foe. ., this comfort thee 
Beneath Erebus tents of grass 
Waiting Gabriel’s revéille. 

Note- THREE QUATRAINS won the 
Third Honor in the BOOKMAKERS’ 
HALL OF FAME SQUARE. 

The Publishers, 
From The Bookmakers Folio. 
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Subject - - Armistice Day 
SECOND HONOR 
YOU WHO SERVED 


Whatever then the sacrifice supreme, 
Of fervid life,or hope, or living dream, 
Deepin the shrine of memory burn 
bright | 
The lamps of love and gratitude that will 
Illumine valor-deeds for aye, and fill 
Earth’s eons with bright flemes of 
peaceful light. 


Such sacrifice as yours, - you offered all, 
All unreluctant to your country’s call 
That she, America, might then be saved 
And blest, fulfilling her true destiny, - 
Such offering will ever tenderly 
Arouse fresh ardor, lovingly engraved. 


And that first day of truce! Who can 
forget 
The grandeur of the moment, glowing yet 
With freedom and prosperity whose 
source 
Lies in your fortitude! ... Or “The Un- 
known,’’ 


Immortal symbot of devotion, mown 
In yonth’s high-tide of zeal ayainst 
dread force! 


OQ, Day of Peace, when hearts bow low 
in prayer, 
When mothers read last words witb care, 
Be to the world thegolden cord to bind 
Thru concert of goodwill and brotherhood 
All nations in eternal peace, and flood 
The years with balm of faith and love 
entwined! 
Elise M. Baker. 
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FIRST HONOR 


THE SPOKEN WORD 


How oft we meet upon the street 
The downtrodden of life, 

Whose weary feet, and eyes, we meet, 
Indifferent to their strife! 


How oft opprest within the breast; 
Voicings present, but unheard... 
Unconscious prayer, created there, 
Dies from the unspoken word! 


O, Friend, awake and joys, partake; 
Unloo: the tongue, unstirred, 
And bend thy hand at God’s command, 
And speak, the unspoken word. 

7 J. Roy Zeiss. 
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HONORABLE MENTION 


There are law voices in the oool leafy 
places 

On rugged slopes and ragged moun- 
tain heights; 

_ The whispering pine placidly delights 
To watch the quaking aspen make gri- 
maces 

As he quickly crawls to the open spaces; 
The firs and spruees are very pretty 
sights. 

As they sigh and swish on the moon- 
lit nights. 

In evergreen frocks on rocky surfaces. 


The old white-barked pine bows its 


wind-swept head. 

And complains of its gnarled and _ bit- 
ter lot;, 

Every green tree, some quiet life 


graces,, 
Wniting with its fellows against ill-bred 
Humankind, who in Snmmertime, do 


not 
Protect from fire and save the leafy 


places- 


Pearl Burke Weils.. 
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SECOND HONOR 
TO A LITTLE HOUSE 


O, Little House, your walls are hung 
With tapestries go rich in gold, 

That I crept back again to learn 
The secret yarn their pictures hold. 


I came to glimpse the way of youth 
I lost because of wealth and fame; 

I came to seek my first-born’s face 
All soft beneath the candle flame. 


And years, and days, so free and glad, 
[ came, in quiet love, to bless; 

For, words we spake on our bridai eve 
Are hollow, and cold, and answerless, 


Without the beauty of lowly things, 
A flower that bloomed; a bird that 
died; 
A song; a kiss; a promise made; 
A struggle won, because, we tried. 


And so, Wee-house-of-tapestries, 
My heart is glad because you share 

On your walls no vistage of truth 
Thai I am now, a millionaire. 


Edna Morris Devin. 
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SUBJECT 
ARMISTICE DAY 


THIRD HONOR 


MEMORABILIA 


Far out in Flanders, 
Where they rest in quiet; 
Where cannon’s boom 
Was heard awhile ago; 
Today, the poppies bloom 
In crimson riot, 

Forever for those dead 

A memento. 


Above the Flanders’ sod, 
Bloodstained and lonely, 
Today, the poppies 

Gently waves and blows; 
Every year they bloom 

To bring a token 

Of the souls there 

Of dear departed heroes. 
Today, we march; 

Today, we scatter flowers; 
But do those there in Flanders 
Hear bugles blow 

And really know? 

They are deadly sleeping, 
Seeing not above their heads 
The poppies grow. 


No more they hear the moan 

Of wounded dying; 

No more for them the bugles 

Call and b'ow; 

They sleep, unmindful 

Of that cruel World War; 
They sleep, oblivious of that scene 
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Where the poppies blow. 

Where the poppies blow 

The dead are long oblivious 

Of suffering pain, 

Where they are wont to grow; 

Yet, poppies stand for them 

An annual memoir, 

Because the poppies witnessed, 

Bowing low. 


Far out in Flanders, 
Where they rest in quiet; 
Where cannon’s boom 
Was heard awhile ago; 
Today, the poppies bloom 
In crimson riot, 

Forever for those dead 

A memento. 


Estha Beatrice Russ. 


HONORABLE MENTION 
THE AVIATOR’S SONG 


(In Memory of All Who Flew and Fell.) 


Over the land and sea I fly...., 

Up, up in the heights of the boundless sky 

Where the hurricanes crash and the 
breezes sigh, 

And the fleecy white clouds go fluttering 
by! 

It’s true I may fall and the fall, end all; 
But, I’ll take the risk; for, well know I 
Tnat the price of success is ever high, 
And countless hosts must death defy 
Ere the fortunate few win victory. 

Virginia Bullock- Willis, 
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FIRST HONOR 


PROEM 
(TO GARLANDS FOR GERTRUDE 


PERRY WEST: AN ANTHOLOGY) 


A spirit born to deeds of trath anJ love, 
The Muse endowed her with the gift 
of song 

That Poesy, amid life’s busy throng, 
Responsive souls to Beauty’s lilt might 
move. 


And Art bestowed her brush and pencil 
weil 

Within so true, interpretive a hand, 
That Nature’s pastels, etched in sky 
or strand 

In captive tones man’s treasure-irove 
might swell. 


And many voliees came to sound her 
praise 

Whose high achievement touched so 
many hearts, 

And Concord swelled at length of ma- 
ny parts, 

A medley filled of many charming lays. 


Yet all her deeds may not be fully sung, 
Nor all her favors catalogued im rime, 
For Genius moves in secret ways, in 

time, 

And laughs to catch the singer’s lute 

unstrung. 
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But loving tribute, timed of pen or 
rue, 
Is priv lege sweet and pride of unit 
lies 
In soulful part, as choral voices rise 
To paean of a brilliant singer sung. 


Charles Sloan Reid. 


THIRD HONOR 
THE OLD HOME 


If sometime in your silent halls a mourn- 
ful ghost still lingers, 
It is my spirit groping thru the years, 
Retouching muted chords, dead harmo- 
nies, with futile fingers, 
In yearning sorrow, blinded by my 
my tears. 


if sometime thru your winding pathsa 
wistful shadow passes, 
It is some lingering phantom memory 
That, haunting, sighing, mingles with 
the breeze among the grasses, 
Until it fades in dim futility. 


iuvelyn Couchman. 
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FIRST HONOR 
Subject 
CHRISTMAS 

O, Happy Day, dawn fair and bright! 
O, Kindly Sun, shed far, your light 

Across the earth’s pure snowy breast, 

And gladden every heart opprest! 
Sweet Christmas bells, their tomes prolong; 
Awake, each voice in praise, with song; 

In every land, proclaim, o’er earth, 

Glad tidings of our Savior’s birth; 
From shore to shore; from sphere to sphere, 
Ring Cheistmas Bells, your chimes of cheer! 


O, Tuneful Bells, ring loud and long! 

Sweet Heavenly Peace, o’ercome all wreng! 
God, grant good will to all mankind; 
Cement the ties that closer bind 

Nation to nation: great and small; 

Love, be the guiding star, of all; 

Star, shed afar, your beaming ray; 
For Christ, was born, on Christmas Day! 

Then ring,Sweet Bells, full loud and clear, 

And bring to all glad Cheistmas cheer. 


Laura Rathbone. 
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Subject - - Armittice Day 


FIRST HONOR 


BLUE PLUS GRAY MAKES KHAKI 


DEDICATED 
TO 
Claude Godd. 


Those lads who fought side by side 
In Flanders far away; 

Some, were from the Sunny Southland 
Whose Grendsires wore the gray. 


But other lads were just as brave: 
Their hearts were loyal, too; 
They gave their lives for Freedom’s 
Cause; 
Their Grandsires wore the blue. 


The blue, plus gray, make the khaki.. . 
When our brave lads went forth, 

They forged a link that ever binds 
The fair South and the North. 


No more we'll feel in North or South 
That braver men reside, 

For clad in khaki, all went there, 
To Flanders, side by side. 


Those lads who sleep in Flanders Field 
Are heroes thru and thru, 

And we who love them dare believe 
They knew no gray or blue. 


They answered Freedom’s call to ai ms - -- 
As all patriots should - - 
And we are happy the khaki 
Soe means Brotherhood, 
Elizabeth Sargent, 
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Subject- Christmas-New Year 


CHRISTMAS SONG 


Sapphire sky and silver star 

Cloaked with shadows from afar; 

God is listening while we sing - 

Carols to the Baby King. 

Over fields all blanched with snow; 

Over pine trees’ slender row, 
Bethlehem’s star is all a-gleam 

With white flame pictured in a stream. 


Christmas tree a-blaze with light; 
Yule log burning, jewel bright, 
Little stockings in a row 
Shadowing the fireside glow. 
Open now the lattice, far; 

Gaze, adoring, past yon star--- 
And msayhap we'll hear again 
Echo-hymns from Bethlehem. 


Beatrice P. Morgan. 


CHRISTMAS DAWN 
I know as shepherds knelt of old, 
In some quiet place apart, 
I pray, and find a flaming star 
Is born within my heart. 


Evelyn Couchman. 
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Honorable Mention 
Subject: In tepandence Day 


TH#& FLAG 

R vise it on high! 

Unfurl it to the breeze! 
It3 shalow’s cast from pole and mast 

On land and Tertia’s seas. 
We love our Flag; its recompence... 
Ours, Emblem of Independence... 
Riis+ it on high! 


We bare oir heads! 
Old Glory pa3ses by! 
Sailate those alive! Salute those dead! 
For they feared not to die! 
All sza3s mirkel geavas on battlefields, 
The greatest leve to Heroes yields... 
We bara our heads! 


One Flag for all! 
The loved flag of the free! 
From man to man thruout the land, 
Calling to you and me 
Beneath a peaceful sky, today, 
Tara broad expanse of U. S. A. 
One Flag for all! 
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Long may it wave! 
Glory, of loyal eyes, 
On Northern peaks and Western plains, 
To Southland skies... 
I love each white and red-hued kar; 
I’d give my life to save one star... 
Long may it wave/ 


James Evans Quick. 
The Poet of the Old Pee Dee. 


Honorable Mention 
ASHES OF INCENSE 
O, meet me in a labyrinth of dreams; 
There, thru tall, twilit shadows take 


my hand; 
Where, watery-jewels of pure spirit 
gleams, 
And passion burns not beauty witha 
brand/ 


Bowed by an endless ennui of the earth, 
Give me the soul that lives thru every- 


thing! 
Some beauteous, scintillating, saltant 
birth, 
Like dauntless dun larks, at the dawn 
of Spring. 


Edward James Irvine. 
(From BEST POEMS OF 1929.) 
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{Continuation of Armistsce Day and con- 
clusion.) 


As the hush fell on Europe; made 
the firing cease... 

May the Armistice stand, and the 
world be at Peace! 


Epilogue 


Let the stery be conned; jet the crowds 
sing and pray; 

May we mind the deep meaning of... 
Armistice Day! 


Addie E. Holmberg. 


+E 4K 


THE TWELTH HOUR OF THE 


TWELFTH MONTH 
Brilliant wreath of holly 
Kiss the window pane; 
Alli around the chandelier 
Mistletoe hangs, alain. 


Odor of spruce and cedar, 

With dying embers play; 

Embers that fade in silence 

And await the break of day. 
Kathryn Kennon Rucker. 
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THE CACTUS BLOOMS 
The cactus blooms at Christmas time; 
Only once in all the year 
Does this rare bloom appear 
To gladden hearts at Christmas time. 


The cactus blooms at Christmas time; 
With bloom all filled with red 
Like the blood the Lamb shed 

For our redemption for all time. 


The cactus blooms at Christmas time; 
The red is fused with white 
Like the glory of His light 

That shines for al] at Christmas time. 


The eaoctus blooms at Christmas time; 
The branches are now spread 
In one brite whorl! of red 

To all the world this Christmas time. 


The cactus blooms at Christmas time; 
With what fond, tender care 
Mary has been aware 

Of her glory at Christmas time. 


The Kingdom is a cactus spread; 
For sacrifice the red 
For light the white is shed 
For service, Mary sweeps a head. 
Henry Harvey Fuson. 


From-Fust From Kentucky. 
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CHRISTMAS 


Christmas is here, with its glad, merry thriils; 
With snow covered motntains, valleys 6nd 
hills; 
Santa’s reindeers pranc:ng with joycus pride; 
Visits the children, o’er all the world, wice; 
For, dear little hearts have yearned for a year 
For coming of Christmas, with its gled cheer; 
And may each one, on this morning, awake, 
To find that good Santa did not them, forsake 


Louise Savage Clark. 
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A CHRISTMAS GIFT 


O, pretty gaft from one co cear! 
Alas, so many miles away 
In that brite land of sun end chace, 
Where flowers bloom as if ‘iwese 
May! 


Your Christmas gift, so delicate, 
Has found me in the frozen North, 
And thrilled my heart with love for 
you, 
And my best thots to you, go forth. 


It brings to mind those happy times 
When you and I walked hand in hand 

Along the path down to the stream, 
Aad gathered shells upon the sand. 


A merry Christmas to you, Dear; 
With the Spring may you come back 
up hear. 
Herbert Emery Manville. 
* 
*# ke 
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CHRISTMAS IDEALS 
Gifted hearts with gwace expand 
To the light of Love’s appeal; 
Far and near the carol songs, 
Stir the most, the soul, with zeal. 


Each is gift we choose with care, 
For loved ones near and dear; 

Among the throngs of hapless folk, 
Pass along the words of cheer. 


Yes, beyond Convention’s pale; 
Peers Misfortune’s sad frailty, 

And lends aot a helping hand 
As to the Christ, in fealty. 


Give, and good, you shall receive: 
Measured in full, by deeds; 

For as man thinks, so shall he 
Garner aboundant seeds. 


Bessie Russell. 
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ARMISTICE DAY 
Nineteen Hundred, Eighteen and Elev- 


en, 
A mirical happened: a wonder ficm 
Heaven; 
No man could foretell it, no mation 
could say, 


War shall pause, be suspendec, and 
Peace, have her way. 


The battle guns thundered, and battle 
smoke rose; 


The living men wondered, how soon, in 
death throes, 
Their forms, torn and mangled, 
should pass to their God, 

And the night-mists, entangled, weep 
over the sod! 


When a hush, a great silence more deaf- 
ening than shells, 

Fell upon the grim armies, in amaze- 
ment, its spells, 

Had caught every soldier: and gun, 
blade and bomb; 

Were held, fixed and still, an the pul- 
sating calm! 


As a portent from heaven, to the ranks 
of all lands, 
This message is given, this truth to 
those bands; 
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NEW YEAR NIGHT 
Shine, shine O, Moon, in the cold starry 
sky! 
Ring out, Silver Bells; ring out, clear 
and high; 
Let the air be laden with melody; 
The New Year's coming. 


Come, Dim-Gray-Cloud: hide the moon’s 
golden light; 

Mourn, Sad-Sweet-Bells; all this long, 
weary night: 

How can your voices be joyous and 
brite? | 

The Old Year’s dying. 


Old, goes before New; I’m glad it 1s so. 
Bat still, my joy, must be darkened by 
woe; 
For the dear Old Yesr, depleted, must 
go 
To the bleak unknown. 
Margaret Peterson. 
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PEACE, NOT TRUCE 


Armistice - - a truce, that isall... 
O, that it held, forever! 
A truce - - it is, to those, who sleep 
On hill, in vale, or in the deep! 
A truce. 


O, haste the day, when our fair land, 
Sees peace around it lie; 
When Peace - - not Truce shall te 
for all, 
And even the dead, hear the call 
For Peace! ‘ 


Carolyn Leehy, 


POPPIES 
Poppies, 
Crimson poppfes, 
Crimson poppies in the moonlite. 
Red blood, 
Drops of blood; 
Pools of blood in the valley. 
White crosses; 
Red poppies; 
Bleeding hearts....... wate 
E. W. Tompson. 
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Honorable Mention 
ANTHROPOMIRPHISM 

Oar skies of gold, of rose and amethyst 

That veil the Lieht we love and wor- 

ship here 

Are but reflectiaas of the atmosphere 
Beguiling children of the sun and mist; 
But now declares a modern novelist 

Our Ged is human; tries to make it 


clear : 
He’s but the mould of fancy, hope 
and fear 
Born of a Past whose chains we should 
resist. 


0, proud Greek word how little do you 
mean 
To us who can not pierce the granite 
wall 
That prisons life! Our thots are all 
terrene, 
What fiends pursue us or what angels 
eall, 
Appalled by Night or cheered by Light 
unseen, 
Our view is only human after all. 


Washington Van Dusen. 


BOOKMAKERS’ ANTHOLOGY NO. I 


SECOND HONOR 
POMPEII 
(Destroyed by Vesuvius in A. 0. 79) 
Pompeii, the ghorious aad the feir, 

That nestled on the rough sea’s rolling 

shore.... 

A land of magic and of mystic lore... 
Beneath blue skies and bathed in balmy air; 
Glawing sunsets gleaming everywrere; 

Upon its past, my roving fancies sosr 

To starry nights that were, here-to-fore, 
Ere Proserpine cas’ shadows on it, there. 


O, City of Dead; your strong columns fell 
And shattered, lie! The pleasures and 
strife, 
Are only memories: gone, are they, 
now; 
Who dwelt so long witbin your magic cell, 
And no flowers bloom, as in days of life, 


Among your gardens; gone, is every 
bough. 


Frederick R. Brown. 


mt ce 


ff, 


WW Ce § 


BOOKMAKERS’ ANTHOLOGY NO. I 


SECOND HONOR 
Subject: Indepsndence Day 
TWO FOURTHS 

Joy Jama! 

Boy land! 

Tin soldier parade, 
Down the hall marching: 
The toy band brigrade. 


Toy land! 

Brass band! 

Tin horn: ‘‘Toot-a-toot! 
Halt, by the rug! Now, 
Tin Sotdier, salute! 


Toy land! 

Boy band! 

‘‘T.ook, Mother, the Flag! 
Watch, there, your step, Sir! 
Attentian! Don’t lag.’’ 


Joy land! 

Boy band! 

Fae back in the years! 

This, Fourth, I’ve only 

His Gold Star... and tears! 


Margaret Beatty Herring. 
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THIRD HONOR 
THE SPIRIT OF PITTSBURGH 
The body, brain and soul, of Pittsburgh, 
fuse; 
As oriflammes of labor float from mill 
And kiln. Tali towers of industry 
fulfill 
The visions of the multitude, from whose 
Creative power they rose. Not only 
thews 
Of men of strength, nor master mind, 
or will, ; 
Nor wealth, alone, have built this aity; 
hill 
On hill holds furmace fuel for man’s use. 


The body, brain and soul, of Pittsburgh 
Toil, 
Are consecrated to her industry. 
She rears her mighty monuments, from 
soil 
Whose mint of buried treasure she sets 
free; 
Creations from her soaring spirit rise, 
That lift their crimson candles to the 
skies. 


Marie Tello Phillips. 


